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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy MontaGurF. 
¢ Datictn, Ineniinadac ; Politic Ya ric: : ‘ itl 
Political ] asquinades and | olitical Caricatures are parts (though humble ones, ) of Political History. ‘They supply information as to the person and habits 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”’—Creoxer’s New Wimc Guipe mit 
~ p. “ , . 
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Undoubtedly one of the most delicious facts that ever was 
placed upon record is the affectionate rush of Adelaide, Queen 
of England, into the maternal arms of her mother, who, it seems, 
flares up with some dingy degree of dignity in some dirty hole 
of dirty Germany. Adelaide is evideutly formed for social 
delights, and most palpably rushes to her parent with a gusto 
which shows us that, however delicious it may be to luxuriate 
in connubial bliss with the adorable William, her amiable hus- 
band and our enlightened King, yet there is still a satisfaction 
in rushing into the bosom of her Mamma, and pouring out her 
tears of affection into the ardent breast of one to whom this 
country is indebted for a Queen, William the Fourth for a 
wife, and the royal housemaids for a good blowing up when- 
ever they fail to deposit a bit of candle or piece of old mutton 
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(Price One Penny. 
fat in the grease pot af royalty. ‘The papers of a few days 
past teemed with the most delicately touching accounts of the 
first interview between the mother and daughter. How charm- 
ing was the fact, that Adelaide did not wait for the formal re- 
ception prepared for her, but leaped from her carriage like a 
young or (we should rather say) a middle aged stag, smack 
bang into the arms of her parent, who could not wait patiently 
in the parlour for her daughter to be shewn up stairs, but had 
actually come dome to sit in the kitchen waiting the arrival of 
the amiable Adelaide. The venerable mother had in fact, com- 
menced cooking a few sausages to assuage the appetite of he: 
daughter, on the arrival of the cortege. 

The following (we know from private sources) were the 
arrangements made by the old lady to receive our Queen, and 
we print them for the general satisfaction of the whole com- 
munity. It was arranged that the whole household should be 
drawn up in the back kitchen, headed by the cecasional foot- 
boy, the rear being brought up by a charwoman, who is some- 
times engaged in that capacity when the floors of the residence 


require an extra scrub, or there is a particular point to be 


gained by apparent cleanliness, A famous dinner of sour 


krout and German-sausages had been laid out upon the first 
floor, and the knives having been cleaned, we may presume that 


unusual pains had been taken to do the thing on a grand scale 


of magnificence. The whole retinue was drawn up to receive 


her Majesty Queen Adelaide, who was locked in her mother’s 
arms for nearly an hour and a half, daring which time cataracts 
of tears flowed from the eyes of mother and daughter with a 
violence which literally frightened the dirty floor of the German 
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apartment. After the violence of joy had in a degree subsided, 
a long conversation ensued on the subject of English affairs, 
and the various mysteries of the domestic circle of royalty in 
this blessed country. 

Mother.—Does William ever thrash you, my dear? 


Daughter.—Certainly not—he never thrashes me—its quite 





the other way, I assure you. 
Mother.—Do you get much money out of those beggarly 
English ? 
Daughter.—I should rather think I did.—Here’s 
for you, mamma, (Gives money bags. ) 
Mother.—1 hope you keep your husband under, my dear ? 
Daughter—Do you think I'm such a fool as to do other- 


a present 


wise. 
In these and other similar speeches did the 
daughter beguile the hours, and they wound up the evening 


mother and 


with a frightful blow out of German sausages. 

We are under the necessity of pausing here, in order to give 
‘aricature with which 
It 
pourtrayeth, in varied colours, the first affectionate interview 
of the Queen and her mother, a point in which the public of 


this country must, at this moment, take almost an undivided 


time for the contemplation of the glorious 


the present number of the work is gorgeously emblasoned. 


Nothing can, by any possibility, exceed the looks of 
attributed to 
Let 


the nation pause and reflect on so magnificent a memorial of 


interest. 
devotion that Seymour has, in a masterly style, 
each of the two characters in the brilliant tableau above. 


maternal ardour, and filial foolery. 


THE INTERPRETER. 


A Sweeping Measure. 
Cries or Lonpon.—By the new chimney sweepers 
into operation last week, any person, crying ‘sweep’ 
penalty of 40s.— Morning Herald. 


act, that came 
> is liable to a 


This really seems to be rather too hard upon the sons of 
soot, whose calling of sweep is the very soul and body of their 
wordly calling. It is rather too much to expect in a climbing 
boy an intimate acquaintance with an act of parliament, though 
his black associations are decidedly favourable to the supposi- 
tion that he will come in contact with the proceedings of the 
We, however, cannot but pronounce it to be some- 


legislature. 
How are the poor 


what too much of a sweeping measure. 

devils to know what is doing in the house of commons, unless 

they have their proper representatives within its walls. We 

wonder that the editor ef the Mge did not denounce the pro- 

posed penalty as decidely a chimney-hole-and-corner-measure. 
Atrocities of the Season. 

London is decidedly upside down, and the whole metropolis 
is being either victimised or decimated by one of three nui- 
sances, cows, cabs, and the cholera. The other d: ay the papers 
were ‘Huminated by a long account of some itinerant cow, w ee 

poor sensitive beast) was much excited by being pursued by : 
ang of pickpoekets, whose presence, according to the ee 
was highly exasperating to this singularly upright animal. ‘The 
cow after making a dead set at a party of ladies, turning 
a4 somerset over an apple- -stall, pirouetting among a bevy of 
small children, and going down the middle of a street and up 
again to the detriment of a brood of chickens, retired into an 
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enclosure, where a party of police watched her till four 
o’clock in the morning, WHEN they walked her off to a place 
of security. ‘The idea of staring at a cow for several hours 
before venturing to secure her, is a piece of gallant caution, in 
every respect worthy of the new police, and we do not doubt 
the animal would be highly sensible of so much forbearance on 
the part of the authoritics. The next atrocity of the season to 
which the population is exposed, is The Cabs, which do more 
for the undertakers than the most deadly plague with which it 
is possible for a country to be visited. One never takes up a 
paper that 6 not record half a dozen deaths under the awful 
title of MORE CAB ATROCITIES, as if cab driving and murder 
were at bona synonymous, Latterly the cabmen have almost 
ativasiste d their victims, and have been running over themselves. 
with a species of desperation that proves, beyond doubt, the 
horrible connection between cab driving and blood spilling, 
The other day a driver fel] from his seat and slipped under his 
own wheels, by way of a climax to his dé y’s work, as if he had 
not wholly performed his duty for the day till he had smashed 
in the ribs of somebody ; positively, cholera is a mere trifle 


compared with the cab drivers. 


A risible Affair. 

A deputation, headed by Mr. Allen, had an interview yesterday with 
Mr. Secretary Rice at the Colonial Oflice.— Morning Paper. 

Who the deuce is Allen ? and what did he want at the Colo- 
nial Ofice ¢ We shall be told shortly that Snooks has had an 
interview with Johnson. We really musi assert that Allen’s 
interview with Rice is, in the emphatic words of Lord Fare- 
brother, “‘nothink to nobody.” Why the fact is recorded, we 
leave to others to determine: but as the paragraph In question 
reaches three lines, we may presume it has been printed to put 
a triplicate of pence into the lank pocket of some needy news- 
monger. 

The Temperance trash. 

The temperance people have been issuing some delicious 
rubbish in the shape of a report of a Committee of the House 
of Commons, on the amiable project for the maintenance of 
sobriety and the further prevention of drunkenness, Among 
other things it is advised, that spirits be not sold in quantities 
exceeding a quarter of a pint, but we are quite sure a bill with 
such a clause would never pass the House of Lords, for we 
would be bound that Brougham would not suffer the quarter 
of a pint project to become a government measure. It is also 
suggested that gin, &c., should be sold only as a medicine, in 
chemists’ shops, which would of course be crammed with pre- 
tended invalids, and whenever a confirmed drunkard wishes for 
his accustomed swill of ardent liquors, be has only to affect to 
be seized with a sudden indisposition, and is thus enabled to 
get regularly dead drunk, according to the act of parliament. 
We doubt whether any would stick closely to the letter of the 


proposed law, and there is no doubt many would prefer 
standing to the spirét. No legislation in the world will prevent 


aman from getting tipsy if he feels disposed, and we think it 
will be difficult for parliament to restrain the tippling part of 
society within certain bounds of legal muzziness. We under- 
stand a bill is to be introduced for regulating the strength of 
filthy beer, but there is as yet no very great demonstration of 
public feeling in favour of it. When people meet publicly to 
denounce grog, when large assemblies congregate to eulogise 
veak tea and barley water, when the word swipes is as general 
as that of reform once was on the walls in the public thorough- 
then and then only will be the time for introducing a bill 
tea and toast for cigars and brandy and water. 
We, however, think the members afford quite sufficient mi// 
and water 0 the community, in the speeches which they pour 
forth from their mouths in the debates of both houses of par- 


liament. 
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A Tea-dious speech. 

One Mr. Crawford was very eloquent on Wednesday night 
on the subject of tea, and entered into an elaborate discussion 
of the various attractions of Twankay, Congou, Hyson and 
Gunpowder. He swore that Congou was a blessing to the 
congou-gal (conjugal) state, that Hyson or High-son was 
what he always gave to his biggest boys, and he protested that 
he could relish a regular Llow out of Gunpowder, While, 
however, he was so eloquent on the contents of the caddy, and 
SO horribly eulogistic of Souchong, he was in his speech pre- 
senting his hearers with a w eak, wild and wishy-washy dish of 
the merest milk and water. 

A Surprise for the Nation. 

The intense heat, last week, seems to have been generally felt through- 
out the country.— Morning Paper. 

This is important! We have no doubt special messengers 
were sent in every direction to ascertain where it was hot, and 
where it was otherwise. So interesting a point was decidedly 
not to be settled by mere surmise, but it was necessary people 
should be actually on the spot to ascertain exactly the calidity 
of the atmosphere. We are always anxious to assist the march 
of information and add tothe store of knowledge. We have 
therefore the extremest satisfaction in stating that we had a 
long interview with a gentleman who came from Hammersmith 
only yesterday, and we have it on his authority (a highly re- 
spectable one) that he found it very warm walking, particalarly 
on the sunny side of the way, though even in the shade he 
observed that the heat was tremendous. 


Late Debates. 


No one can doubt the immense importance of the House of 
Commons, and we should be the last persons in the world to 
throw a slur on the dignity of debate, aud we are therefore 
pleased at being able to congratulate the representatives of the 
people, on having been engaged during the past week solely in 
the discussion of subjects exactly ona cel with their intellects. 
The three topics of the last several evenings have been tea, 
small beer, and spirits, though, by the bye, the last of these 
articles does not seem to have inspired i in the speakers, any of 
that freshness which the subject ought to have elicited. ‘The 
speeches on tea have been particularly appropriate, while small 
beer has found most able orators to advocate its healthy weak- 
ness, and assist in placing Swipes on the proud pinacle of 
popularity. ‘There is, throughout the whole Parliamentary 
body, an appropriate appreciation for intermediate, and it is 
only a few ardent spirits, such as Brougham, who are still 
prepared to stand bravely by the brandy fl: ak. and dent out 
the lightning ef their eloquence in favour of the gin bottle. 
The contest is now not for Whig or Tory asce ndaney , but the 
crand constitutional struggle is between the tea pot and the rum 

cask. The cap of liberty must have taken the form of 
coifee cup, and the flag of freedom must now be faked 
not with the form of justice—but with the portrait of some 
popular tea-dealer. ‘The Elphick party will of course muster 
strong, while Thompson and Fearon will certainly use their 
best endeavours in the grand cause of Whiskey versus Twan- 
kay.—Gin against Gunpowder. 


GLOUCESTERIANA, NO. &2. 


‘“T have read,” said Gloucester, (his eyes pesbine out sparks 
of fire, which ignited a neighbouring taper) ‘¢T have heard 
that even noblemen will sometimes give their i to 
prize-fighters.” The inanimate aid-de-camp opened his mouth 
and inhaled the carcase of a butterfly fluttering in the neigh- 
bourhood. ‘* Yes,” continued the uneasy Duke, ‘“* Noblemen 
have sometimes given their countenance to prize-fighters, 
and I therefore wonder there are not more black eyes and 


bloody noses among the aristocracy. I know I should not like 
to give my countenance to that sort of thing.” Higgins stood 
upon his head till he had counted twelve, as a tribute to his 
master’s overwhelming genius. 


BREVITIES. 





‘¢ Brevity is the soul of wit. ’—Shakspeare. 





Gloucester’s latest. 

The Bishop of Sodor is going to Cheltenham. Gloucester 
declares that Sodor (Soda) will be found decidedly a species 
of opponent to the Spa, as the water of the latter is not unlike 
Soda (Sodor ). 

Moderate measure, 

We understand the Temperance Committee have examined 
the Lord Chancellor, with a view of ascertaining how much 
| brandy and water the human frame is capable of containing. 
Lord Thurlow was frequently measured and found to hold six 
quarts, but at present the country is blessed with a two gallon 
Chancellor. 


The Republic in danger. 

We see by the papers that within the last year 50,000 Sove 
reigns have been exported from this country into the I Inited 
States. We are somewhat surprised at the demand for Sove- 
reigns in America, 


Fierce Work. 

A bill has been introduced for the promotion of Justice in 
Burroughs. We understand that that most respectable ass, 
| Judge Burroughs, intends bringing an action for libel against 

both Houses of Parliament, the King, Lord Melbourne, and all 
' the Ministers. 


Abusive Language. 

Lord Londonderry, in talking some trash as usual a few 
nights ago in the House of Lords, said he knew of several cases 
of abuse. Surely his Lordship must have been remembering 
the drubbing he has occasionally got from the Lord Chancellor. 


Poor measure. 

Mr. P. Thompson the other night declared that a proposition 
made by another member filled his mind with astonishment. 
The circumstance could not have been a ver y astonishing one, 
' even if the mind of P. Thompson was fid/ed to an overflow. 


Ivfeasure for Measure. 

Lord Brougham declares that no measure can be proposed 
that would eifectually check drunkenness. He declares from 
his own experience, that every measure he has tried has only 
tended to ¢rerease inebriety. 


THEATRICALS. 


LL A 


Laporte has been vagabondizing at all the theatres, in 
order to get up benefits, and put a few loose sovereigns into 
that awful vacuum—his pocket. On Monday he attempted to 
victimise the public by a performance at Covent Garden, but 
Taglioni and Grisi who were to have played on the occasion, 

‘declined coming forward without a considerable quantity of 
that coin, which is by no means within the grasp of the opera 
'mauager. ‘The people having come to witness a performance, 
| would not retire peaceably without doing something, and there- 
| fore they coolly sm: ished in the door of the theatre, and were 
| to the amount of some half dozen walked off to the station 
house, It isa pity the performance did not take place, for 
| Laporte might as well have had a few hundreds, as that the 
| sum he remain in small and contemptible moieties of 3-8. 
6d, in the pockets of individuals, The opera is crammed 
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apartment. After the violence of joy had in a degree subsided, 


a long conversation ensued on the subject of English affairs, 
and the various mysteries of the domestic circle of royalty in 
this blessed country. 

Mother.—Does William ever thrash you, my dear ? 

Daughter.—Certainly not—he never thrashes me—its quite 
the other way, I assure you. 

Mother.—Do you get much money out of those beggarly 
English ? 

Daughter.—I should rather think I did.—Here’s 
for you, mamma. (Gives money bags.) 

Mother.—I hope you keep your husband under, my dear ? 

Daughter—Do you think I'm such a fool as to do other- 


a present 


wise. 

In these and other similar speeches did the mother and 
daughter beguile the hours, and they wound up the evening 
with a frightful blow out of German sausages. 

We are under the necessity of pausing here, in order to give 
time for the contemplation of the glorious caricature with which 
the present number of the work is gorgeously emblasoned. It 
pourtrayeth, in varied colours, the first affectionate interview 
of the Queen and her mother, a point in which the public of 
this country must, at this moment, take almost an undivided 
interest. 
devotion that Seymour has, in a masterly style, attributed to 


Nothing can, by any possibility, exceed the looks of 


each of the two characters in the brilliant faJleau above. Let 


the nation pause and reflect on so magnificent a memorial of 


maternal ardour, and filial foolery. 


THE INTERPRETER. 


A Sweeping Measure. 

Cries oF Lonpon.—By the new chimney sweepers act, that came 
into operation last week, any person, crying ‘‘sweep” is liable to a 
penalty of 40s.—Morning Herald. 

This really seems to be rather too hard upon the sons of 
soot, whose calling of sweep is the very soul and body of their 
wordly calling. It is rather too much to expect in a climbing 
boy an intimate acquaintance with an act of parliament, though 
his black associations are decidedly favourable to the supposi- 
tion that he will come in contact with the proceedings of the 
legislature. We, however, cannot but pronounce it to be some- 
what too much of a sw eeping measure. How are the poor 
devils to know what is doing in the house of commons, unless 
they have their proper representatives within its walls. We 
wonder that the editor of the Age did not denounce the pro- 
posed penalty as decidely a chimney- hole-and-corner-measure. 

Atrocities of the Season. 

London is decidedly upside down, and the whole metropolis 
is being either victimised or decimated by one of three nui- 
sances, cows, cabs, and the cholera. The other day the papers 
were iMuminated by a long account of some itinerant cow, w ne 
poor sensitive beast) was much excited by being pursued by ¢ 
gang of pickpoekets, whose presence, accor ding’ to the se 
was highly exasperating to this singularly upright animal. The 
after making a dead set at a party of ladies, turning 
a somerset over an apple-stall, ptrouetting among a bevy of 
small children, and going down the middle of a street and up 
again to the detriment of a brood of chickens, retired into an 


cow 


tenet 
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enclosure, where a party of police watched her till four 
o’clock in the morning, WHEN they walked her off to a place 
of security. The idea of staring at a cow for several hours 
before venturing to secure her, is a piece of gallant caution, in 
every respect worthy of the new police, and we do not doubt 
the animal would be highly sensible of so much forbearance on 
the part of the authoritics. The next atrocity of the season to 
which the population is exposed, is The Cabs, which do more 
for the undertakers than the most deadly plague with which it 
is possible for a country to be visited. ‘One never takes up a 
paper that does not record half a dozen deaths under the awful 
title of More CAB ATROCITIES, as if cab driving and murder 
were at length synonymous. Latterly the c: :bmen have almost 
exhausted their victims, and have been running over themselves. 
with a species of desperation that proves, beyond doubt, the 
horrible connection between eab driving and blood spilling, 
The other day a driver fel] from his seat and slipped under his 
own wheels, by way of a climax to his dé y’s work, as if he had 
not wholly performed his duty for the day till he had smashed 
in the ribs of some body ; positively, cholera is a mere trifle 
compared with the cab drivers. 


A risible Affair. 

A deputation, headed by Mr. Allen, had an interview yesterday with 
Mr. Secretary Rice at the Colonial Oflice.—Morning Paper. 

Who the deuce is Allen ? and what did he want at the Colo- 
nial Office ¢ We shall be told shortly that Snooks has had an 
interview with Johnson. We really musi assert that Allen’s 
interview with Rice is, in the emphatic words of Lord Fare- 
brother, “nothink to nobody.” Why the fact is recorded, we 
leave to others to determine ; but as the paragraph in question 
reaches three lines, we may presume it has been printed to put 
a triplicate of pence into the lank pocket of some needy uews- 
monger. 

The Temperance trash. 

The temperance people have been issuing some delicious 
rubbish in the shape of a report of a Committee of the House 
of Commons, on the amiable project for the maintenance of 
sobriety and the further prevention of drunkenness, Among 
other things it is advised, that spirits be not sold in quantities 
exceeding a quarter of a pint, but we are quite sure a bill with 
such a clause would never pass the House of Lords, tor we 
would be bound that Brougham would not suffer the quarter 
of a pint project to become a government measure. It is also 
suggested that gin, &c., should be sold only as a medicine, in 
chemists’ shops, which would of course be crammed with pre- 
tended invalids, and whenever a confirmed drunkard wishes for 
his accustomed swill of ardent liquors, he has only to affect to 
be seized with a sudden indisposition, and is thus enabled to 
get regularly dead drunk, according to the act of parliament. 
We doubt whether any would stick closely to the letter of the 
proposed law, and there is no doubt many would prefer 
standing to the spirét. No legislation in the world will prevent 
aman from getting tipsy if he feels disposed, and we think it 
will be difficult for parliament to restrain the tippling part of 
society within certain bounds of legal muzziness. We under- 
stand a bill is to be introduced for regulating the strength of 
filthy beer, but there is as yet no very great demonstration of 
public feeling in favour of it. When people meet publicly to 
ecnerinen grog, when large assemblies congregate to eulogise 

ak tea and barley water, when the word swipes is as general 
as that of reform once w as on the walls in the public i Aeagk- 
fares, then and then only will be the time for introducing a bill 
to substitute tea and toast for cigars and brandy and water. 
We, however, think the members afford quite sufficient mélk 
and water to the community, in the speeches which they pour 
forth from their mouths in the debates of both houses of par- 
liament. 
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A Tea-dious speech. 


One Mr. Crawford was very eloquent on Wednesday night 


on the subject of tea, and entered into an elaborate discussion 
of the various attractions of Twankay, Congou, Hyson and 
Gunpowder. He swore that Congou was a blessing to the 
congou-gal (conjugal) state, that Hyson or High-son was 
what he always gave to his biggest boys, and he protested that 
he could relish a regular Jlow out of Gunpowder. While, 
however, he was so eloquent on the contents of the caddy, and 
so horribly eulogistic of Souchong, he was in his speech pre- 
senting his hearers with a weak, wild and wishy-washy dish of 
the merest milk and water. 
A Surprise for the Nation. 

The intense heat, last week, scems to have been generally felt through- 
out the country.— Morning Paper. 

This is important! We have no doubt special messengers 
were sent in every direction to ascertain where it was hot, and 
where it was otherwise. So interesting a point was decidedly 
not to be settled by mere surmise, but it was necessary people 
should be actually on the spot to ascertain exactly the calidity 
of the atmosphere. We are always anxious to assist the march 
of information and add tothe store of knowledge. We have 
therefore the extremest satisfaction in stating that we had a 
long interview with a gentleman who came from Hammersmith 
only yesterday, and we have it on his authority (a highly re- 
spectable one) that he found it very warm walking, particalarly 
on the sunny side of the way, though even in the shade he 
observed that the heat was tremendous. 


Late Debates. 


No one can doubt the immense importance of the House of 
Commons, and we should be the last persons in the world to 
throw a slur on the dignity of debate, and we are therefore 
pleased at being able to congratulate the representatives of the 
people, on having been engaged during the past week solely in 
the discussion of subjects exactly on a Jevel with their intellects. 
The three topics of the last several evenings have been tea, 
small beer, and spirits, though, by the bye, the last of these 
articles does not seem to have inspired i in the speakers, any of 
that freshness which the subject ought to have elicited. ‘The 
speeches on tea have been particularly appropriate, while small 
beer has found most able orators to advocate its healthy weak- 
ness, and assist in placing Swipes on the proud pinacle of 
popularity. ‘There is, throughout the whole Parliamentary 
body, an appropriate appreciation for intermediate, and it is 
only a few ardent spirits, such as Brougham, who are still 
prepared to stand bravely by the brandy fi sk, and dent out 
the lightning ef their eloquence in favour of the gin bottle. 
The contest is now not for Whig or Tory asce ndancy , but the 

crand constitutional struggle is be se een the tea pot and the rum 

cask. The cap of liberty must have taken the form of : 

coffee cup, and the flag of freedom must now be aia aaden 
not with the form of justice—but with the portrait of some 
popular tea-dealer. ‘The Elphick party will of course muster 
while Thompson and Fearon will certainly use their 
cause of Whiskey versus Twan- 


strong, 
best endeavours in the grand 
kay.—Gin against Gunpowder. 


GLOUCESTERIANA, NO. &2. 


—_— + 


‘I have read,” said Gloucester, (his eyes flashing out sparks 
of fire, which ignited a neighbouring taper) ‘¢T have heard 
that even noblemen will sometimes give their countenance to 
prize-fighters.” ‘The inanimate aid-de-camp opened his mouth 
and inhaled the carcase of a butterfly fluttering in the neigh- 
bourhood. ‘* Yes,” continued the uneasy Duke, ‘“* Noblemen 
have sometimes given their countenance to prize-fighter 8, 
and I therefore wonder there are not more black eyes and 
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bloody noses among the aristocracy. I know I should not like 
to give my countenance to that sort of thing.” Higgins stood 
upon his head till he had counted twelve, as a tribute to his 
master’s overwhelming genius. 


— 


BREVITIES. 





‘¢ Brevity is the soul of wit. ’—Shakspeare. 





Gloucester’s latest. 

The Bishop of Sodor is going to Cheltenham. Gloucester 
declares that Sodor (Soda) will be found decidedly a species 
of opponent to the Spa, as the water of the latter is not unlike 
Soda (Sodor ). 

Moderate measure, 

We understand the Temperance e Committee have examined 
the Lord Chancellor, with a view of ascertaining how much 
brandy and water the human frame is capable of containing. 
Lord Thurlow was frequently measured and found to hold six 
quarts, but at present the country is blessed with a two gallon 
Chancellor. 

The Republic in danger. 

We see by the papers that within the last year 50,000 Sove- 
reigus have been exported from this country into the United 
States. We are somewhat surprised at the demand for Sove- 
reigns in America, 

Fierce Work. 

A bill has been introduced for the promotion of Justice in 
Burroughs. We understand that that most respectable ass, 
Judge Burroughs, intends bringing an action for libel against 
both Houses of Parliament, the King, Lord Melbourne, and all 
the Ministers. 

Abusive Language. 

Lord Londonderry, in talking some trash as usual a few 
nights ago in the House of Lords, said he knew of several cases 
of abuse. Surely his Lordship must have been remembering 
the drubbing he has occasionally got from the Lord Chancellor. 


Poor measure. 
Mr. P. Thompson the other night declared that a proposition 
made by another member filled his mind with astonishment. 
The circumstance could not have been a very astonishing one, 


even if the mind of P. Thompson was filled to an overtlow. 


IWMfeasure for Measure. 

Lord Brougham declares that no measure can be proposed 
that would effectually check drunkenness. He declares from 
his awn experience, that every measure he has tried has only 
tended to ¢nerease inebriety. 


THEATRICALS. 


vagabondizing at all the 








Laporte has been theatres, in 


order to get up benefits, and put a few loose sovereigns into 


destinnt 4 


manager. 


that awful vacuum—his pocket. On Monday he attempted to 
victimise the public by a performance at Covent Garden, but 
Taglioni and Grisi who were to have played on the occasion, 
coming forward without a considerable quantity of 
that coin, which is by no means within the grasp of the opera 
The people having come to witness a performance, 
would not retire peaceably without doing something, and there- 
fore they coolly smashed in the door of the theatre, aud were 
to the amount of some half dozen walked off to the station 
house. It isa pity the performance did not take place, for 
Laporte might as well have had a few hundreds, as that the 
sum should remain in small and contemptible moieties of 3s. 
6d, in the pockets of individuals, The opera is crammed 
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nightly with bailiffs, and the pit people are to be seen with 
each a writ in hand instead of a libretto—a bill of Middlesex, 
instead of a bill of performance. The papers still continue to 
speak of Laporte as the active lessee, and really the manner in 
which he has for the last few weeks mocked the power of the 
sheriff, and eluded the legal clutch, speaks volumes in favour 
of his activity. We trust that he will ultimately triumph over 
the unrighteous host, and that he will next year flare up under 
the benign influence of replenished coffers. 

At the English Opera an operatta called The Dragon has 
been produced with immense success, the music of A. Lee 
having contributed materially to the result specified. The 
siece is by Morton, the most venerable of dramatists, who is 
still full of exuberant humour, though we believe he completed 
his hundred and thirty-fourth year last Tuesday. We are de- 
lighted to meet with these evergreens in the field of literature, 
though Morton is somewhat of the aloe, as to the season of 
bringing fortha Hower, for his brain does not seem to blossom very 
rapidly. His Dragon is rather devoid of plot, that is, it has 
no tail (tale), and though without /egs we trust it may run on 
for some time very pleasantly. ‘The language of the Dragon is 
not particularly fiery, but quite sufhiciently so, for the purpose 
of amusing the audience. <A heap of novelties are in prepara 
tion at this highly favoured establishment. 

Mr. Selby has been distinguishing himself in the dual capa- 
city of author and actor; having written and performed in a 
melodrama, founded on and called the Heiress of Bruges. 
The dialogue is decidedly good, the incidents are striking, and 
the general effect is exceedingly creditable to Mr. Selby’s 
talent as a dramatist. One of the most interesting features is 
a combat by Messrs. Deben and T. Lee, who burst upon the 
audience in the imposing splendour of russet boots and block 
tin breast plates. With the fire of chivalry in their eyes, their 
cheeks glowing with red lead and brick-dust, their upper lips 
lowering under a shadow of burnt cork, these gentlemen de- 
cidedly realized our ideas of those romantic rufhans who were 
ready to cut a head off, or send a soul tothe shades at the very 
shortest notice possible. ‘The combat alluded to was really 
excellent, and elicited loud applause. Mr. ‘I. Lee’s brogue 
seems to be very good, and he is by no means without humour. 
The piece was given out for repetition amid a whirlwind of 
rapture, 

The School for Scandal has been admirably played at the 
Victoria, and is certainly as well cast as in the present state of 
the profession is by any means possible. It included the talents 
of Messrs. Abbott, Elton, W. Keene, Mitchell, Forrester, Miss 
Jarman and Mrs. Orger. ‘These are all names for which no 
better could be substituted throughout the profession, and cer- 
tainly it was injudicious to do the piece at the Haymarket on 
the same evening, since the latter house was forced by com- 
parison to display the poverty of its company. Mrs. Nisbett 
as Lady Teazle, must have been an undoubted dose to such 
persons as preferred attending the partial murder of Sheridan 
at the Haymarket, to his equal and generally efficient repre- 
sentation at the Victoria. ‘Ihe comedy was hailed with ac- 
clamations, and its speedy repetition insisted on, A mytholo- 
sical burletta by the author of the Frolics of the Fairies, was 
produced with complete success on Saturday last, under the 
title of Caught Courting. Its most attractive features are 
the music, singing and acting, which were perfect in every par- 
ticular. The Misses Horton deserve the highest praise for 
their delicious execution of the vocal music assigned to them, 
and Mr. Ransford’s powerful voice was of immense service to 
the concerted picces. Mitchell’s acting in the part of Philemon 
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is exceedingly rich, and his durlesque singing told admirably 
with the audience. Every person ergaged in the piece seemed 
to exert himself most laudably, and under the circumstances we 
can do no more than record the success of the burletta, which 
is mainly owing to the talent employed in producing it. Mr. 
Wade’s taste in arranging the selected music is an immense 
acquisition to the piece, and an original sestetto by himself, in- 
troduced in the last scene, is quite worthy of its fellowship 
with Mozart, Auber, Rossini, and the other eminent composers, 
from whose works the author has selected some gems of sur- 
passing brilliany. The finale from Cenerentola is general] 
encored, owing to its magnificent execution by Miss Horton, 
We are happy to see herself and sister in parts which give them 
an opportunity of displaying the extraordinary musical talent 
which they possess respectively. 

The Surrey is galloping madly on in the career of black- 
guardism, and an individual calling himself Young Dutch Sam, 
has lately been the star of the establishment. ‘[his person is, 
we understand, a boxer, and advertises his intention of having 
a set-to on the Surrey stage with some other gentry of the like 
calling as the said Young Dutch Sam, whose name for the 
benefit of our politer readers we must translate into Juvenile 
Samuel the Hollander. 'This atrocious rubbish should be 
checked by the magistrates, or our theatres will next be the 
resort of wild beasts, who are in nature not far removed from 
prize fighters. We believe it is called old English sport to 
contend brutally fora little money, butif this species of savage- 
ness is to end as it occasionally does, in murder, we are under 
the necessity of refusing our approval to such a custom, however 
old or however English. Mr. C. Hill, very naturally despairing 
of making a benefit after the savage set out we alluded to, 
intends giving away a wherry on the stage next Thursday. 
Mears declares it is a wherry good way of getting a house. 
Shegog says there must be an overflow to receive the boat, and 
‘ett with more humility, (making if possible a worsr joke,) 
says that Hill wants to over awe (oar) the public. We must 
stop here to let our readers repair to their various restoratives. 

We perceive that Mr. Holmes takes his benetit at the Fitzroy 
on Wednesday next, and his bill of fare is extremely attractive. 
In addition to much professional talent he has a batch of 
amateurs to present to the public, among whom isa Mr, Ulph, 
in addition te a naval officer, and sume one who is advertised as 
first and only time a gentleman. Joking aside, there isa 
great deal of attraction on the night in question, and as Mr, 
Holmes is an attentive and respectable actor, we hope he will 
have a bumper at his benefit. As almost the sole remnant of 
the company under the late management, he has a stronger 
claim on the public than any other member of the present esta- 
blishment. 
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GRAVESEND STAR STEAM PACKETS, 
COMET, MERCURY, STAR, MEDWAY, 

HE FASTEST, MOST COMMODIOUS AND ELE- 

GANTLY FITTED UP of any on the River Station, leave PUNCTUALLY 

( MORNING at half past 3 


LONDON BRIDGE Ditto half past 9 

(| AFTERNOON half past 4 
~~ MORNING at. .ccccccccccsecs 7 
GRAVESEND ; AFTERNOON 5 and half-past 5 


Sunday Morning only, from London at 8 and half-past 9 
Monday Morning, from Gravesend, instead 


7 ; lalt-pé 
of 7, the Commercial Packet leaves at § halt-past 6. 


BEST BEAVER HATS, TWENTY-ONE SHILLINGS. 
ANUFACTURED of the most choice materials, approved 
shapes ; durable, light, elastic, and waterproof. 
ROBERT FRANKS & Co. 
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